54          THE INDIAN STORY BOOK

great or small, should be in trouble and grief any
longer."

It seemed a long time waiting for the dawn ;
but Sita's love for Rama was so steadfast that she
did not pause to wonder why her lord had not
hastened at once to meet her.

When morning dawned a messenger came to
the cave bringing rich clothing, jewels, and perfumes.
" Array yourself," he said, " in a manner fitting to
your rank and destiny." With fingers trembling with
happy eagerness the princess dressed and adorned
herself and stepped into a gorgeous palanquin. In a
few moments she was brought into the centre of the
waiting army, and, hidden behind the rich curtains
of her litter, heard at last the voice of Rama giving
directions to his attendants.

But it sounded cold, distant, and strange to her.
And when she stepped from her palanquin, radiant
in youthful beauty, and ran with faltering feet to
meet her lord and master, she was dismayed to find
his face full of offended dignity and his eyes averted
from her.

" Am I not worn and weary with search and
combat ? And she comes to me radiant with the
freshness of untired youth. Not one line of care
shows upon her brow, no sign of having missed my
tender guardianship ! "

Then the laughing Lakshmana was very angry.
" See, brother," he said, " there stands your bride
with lustrous eyes imploring you. Have you no
greeting for the gentle Sita ? "